The Port of Pusan 


stunk miles out. 
We sealed off 
in chess. 


My friend in all his 
innocence performed 
some cloudy moves, 


announcing,too,for the agnostics. 
May,may not be God,not worth 


trouble...is it Mate? Is, 
so we tear into popsickles. 


Get there gagging 
at flat people 


in cardboard 
houses,war 


a Single dimension 
to most, like one- 


legged boy begging cigarettes. Fuck 
off! our Sergeant invites. I slip 


him Luckies. Right to black market! 
spits Sarge. Let it! Let him get rich 
enough to cut off legs! 


Yeah, rich as God,my mate pronounces. 
We found it a hard faith 
to lose. 


